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Your love affair has got to go 


Author's Notes: 

Decided to take a little break from Ache. Ache is something | am determined to finish, but | am also struggling 
with a little bit of writer's block for it. So until | get my shit together, updates will be a little more slow. If 
you're worried Ache will not be finished-don't worry, it will be. But to keep you all hanging on, here's a pairing | 
like to think about, and it's dedicated to Riguel*2000. Also, an AU where Layne is a seraphim and Josh is a 


low, unholy human 


The taste of cigarette smoke is heavy in the air, that Josh can actually taste it. 


It makes him feel sick, stuffing his face further into his scarf as he tries to ignore the suffocating feeling of 
this tightly packed party. His skin boils, and he knows unwelcoming eyes are staring at him. 


It feels so hot in here, yet Josh feels so cold and unwelcomed, it makes his mind curl and twist with confusion, 
and Josh doesn't understand. He tugs his scarf over his nose, trying to snuff out the smoke smell, and he's 


starting to taste it. 


He also smells marijuana, and Joshes nose wrinkles in disgust, because he doesn't like the smell, he doesn't like 
getting high, it makes him self aware and panic, and Josh doesn't like to have an existential crisis. The people of 


Seattle were strange, yet welcoming people, and tried to make Josh feel welcomed, too. 


But right now, all Josh can feel is claustrophobic and small, and he thinks ¡Fs time for him to go outside, or 
leave. Nobody here is paying attention to him, and yet, he can feel eyes on him. Scanning the already crowded 
room, he can't see anyone staring at him. It may be because of his hunched position, after pushing himself into 


a corner, he curled his knees in to his chest and just watched the party go on. 
Josh decides its time to go outside. 


Slowly pushing his way to his feet, he shuffles through an abundance of people and he mumbles soft apologies 
and ‘excuse me, pardon me's, people shooting him looks as if he's the weird one, when he really just wants to 


get away from big crowds and heat, and embrace the cool air. 


Seattle was a beautiful place, and Josh had gotten enough savings together to buy himself a plane ticket and 
fly his way there. He spent most of his time exploring, watching as it lit up at night and how it was mostly 


grey for the majority of his time there, rarely seeing the sun and met many nice civilians of Seattle. 


Just as he's about to make for the door, he feels himself collide, but not too harshly, with someone, and Josh 
is pulled out of his thoughts of Seattle, to meet eyes with a wide, blue eyed beauty. He knows that's weird, 
but his eyes are like the sky, bright and beautiful. 


"Oh shit," Josh mutters, mostly to himself. "I'm sorry for bumping into you," he mutters, and he hears a 
chuckle. It feels louder than everything else, and he can feel a hand grab his sleeved wrist, and suddenly, Josh 
is being pulled to the door. 


He's hit with the cool air and it's fresh and it feels clean, and a lot better than inside, and Josh can feel his 
body physically release some of its tenseness, and Josh is pulled onto the sidewalk, under a streetlight, and 
he's left stunned as he watches this blue eyed, blonde haired man grin at him. 


"You looked like you were dying," his voice is strangely angelic sounding, and it's so foreign and light on Joshes 


ears, and he feels his face burn for some reason. "and | know you didn't wanna be in there.’ 


Josh feels his throat tighten, feebly nodding as he pulls his scarf down a little, a tiny smile on his face 
because this man, this strange, beautiful man, just pulled him out of a hellish situation, and he's having trouble 


making up words. 


"You alright there, casanova?" He taps his finger against his head, and Josh blinks, his smile twitching and 
faltering a little as he clears his throat, running a hand through his hair, nodding. 


"Im alright," he forces out, his voice wavering slightly because he feels so.. small, and he feels like he could be 
crushed if he said one wrong thing. He takes this chance to scan this man, who's hair is brushed back, and his 


blue eyes glow under the streetlight, and he looks so.. holy. His lips are pink and pulled into a small, mischievous 
grin, and Josh thinks his knees are weak. He's wearing a black, leather jacket, and Josh notices he isn't wearing 


a shirt, and Josh thinks he's gonna die. 
"Thank you for- getting me out of there." 


"ls no problem," the mystery man spoke, digging into his jacket pocket and pulling out a box of cigarettes, 
popping it open as he pulls out a cigarette. He puts it between his lips, digging into his pocket and pulling out a 
lighter, pressing down on it's button and flicking it a few times before a flame sparked to life. 


The flame licked the cigarette, and the man holds out the cigarettes out to him, a silent way of saying, 'do you 


want one? and Josh feels compelled to take one, and otherwise, he'll feel like a pussy. 


So, he takes one, handing it back to the mystery man, who pockets it once again. He holds it in his fingers, as 
he passed the lighter onto Josh and Josh watches as this stranger, this jaw dropping stranger, inhales the 
smoke, closing his eyes, and held it for a moment, which felt like an eternity. He uses his two fingers to pull 
the cigarette from his lips, his eyes opening slowly, half lidded, as he exhales. 


Josh thinks its beautiful. 


He looks angelic and Josh swears that he could've seen a halo over him, but it's probably that he could've 
secondhandedly inhaled some of the marijuana in the house or just the smoke. Josh knows he's staring, but he 


looks so beautiful, and Josh feels his heart in his throat. 
"You gonna actually smoke that thing, or are you gonna stare at me like that all night, Casanova?” 


Casanova. Is he implying that this man thinks he's - been around? Josh takes these things too literally, he 
swears. He gulps a little, shakily putting the cigarette between his lips as he presses down on the lighter, 
flicking it until a flame sparks to life. 


"Let me." The man hums, gently grabbing the lighter from his hands and they brush together and Josh felt 
like passing out. He had such a compelling force, and Josh was almost afraid of it. But he was so intrigued. So, 


so intrigued. 


He flicks the lighter perfectly this time, Josh brushes some hair behind his ear as he held the lighter under 
the cigarette, the flames crawling and reaching it as Josh prepares himself for the thing he criticized. God, 


he's a hypocrite now, isn't he? 
He closes his eyes, bracing himself as he inhales, and the smell, and the taste, and it's gross. Josh internally 
yells at himself to stop trying to do things to impress other people, it's not good for him, and he doesn't need 


To please everyone. 


Josh coughs, trying to stifle it and he felt a warm, welcoming hand on his back. "Easy there. | can tell you 


don't smoke- or at least not often" He laughed, and it sounds so melodious and harmonious and even like this, 
he feels so exposed. 


Josh nods, shakily exhaling and tries to keep himself from freaking out. "Smoking's bad for you," he hums. "You 


don't have to do it to please me or anything, | wouldn't have cared either way." 


His voice is smooth and clear and calm, and Josh feels his face flush, nervously running a hand through his 
hair, tussling it. "Y-yeah, but," he looks at the man he's going to call Angel from now on, until he gets the balls 


to ask his name, "you're smoking right now." 
‘Angel chuckles, winking at him. "I don't do it to please others though. | do it for many other reasons." 


"Addictive?" Josh is surprised how he's actually talking right now, he's shocked at how his voice didn't just give 
out. 


"Mm," he shrugs, closing his eyes, a lazy smile on his face as he puffs from his cigarette. "Yeah. It helps me 
feel better." He hums softly, and Angel looks at peace. 


Josh knows Angel isn't from here. At least, not to him. He looks.. too pure. But Josh knows that isn't the case. 
He knows deep down, everyone has some inner turmoil and Josh has his own, and Josh catches himself 


whispering, 


"Where do you come from” His voice was small, frail, and if it were a physical thing, it could be broken if 
touched. The blonde inhaled some of the smoke, holding it in as he closed his eyes, exhaling. "Unholy places," he 
murmurs. "| come from unholy places, so far from here. So far away," he whispers, staring up at the starry 


sky, from under the streetlight. "Surprised you caught on, Joshua" 


For a moment, Josh thought he could see golden pairs of wings. Josh doesn't know if he's high or if it's just 
the bright streetlight shining down onto them. So holy, but surrounded by unholy beings. So holy. 


„and Josh didn't realize that ‘Angel’ had said his name, and suddenly he feels a weird pit in his stomach, eyes 
widening as he dropped his cigarette, and ‘Angel smiles, opening his eyes and turning his head to look at him. 
Josh feels himself shaking, and ‘Angel’ chuckles. 


‘I've had my eyes on you for the longest time, Casanova" He purrs, and he leans closer to him and Josh feels 
ready to black out. He closes his eyes, trying to regain himself and he feels a gentle bump against his head, 
and his eyes jerk open 


‘Angel's head is gently leaning against Joshes, and he's got his eyes closed, before slowly opening them again 
and hummed when he saw Joshes uncertainty. "| come from unholy places." He purrs, and Josh spotted ‘Angel's 


cigarette, stomped out, and he felt an arm wrap around him and Josh- he likes this. 


‘lm not going to make you do anything you don't want to," he whispers in his ear, gently nuzzling his cheek and 


Joshes breath is caught in his throat, face flushed and he hears him chuckle. "But when | saw you, | had to 


come to you.” 


"Why?" He bites out, slowly, feeling himself lean into ‘Angel's touch and he laughs gently and it's like honey. It 
feels so amazing, and he feels Angel rest his head in the crook of his neck. He can feel his breath on his neck 


and he feels his chest tighten 


"You're too good to resist," his voice was slightly muffled, but Josh could still understand. "We're all assigned a 
person. | chose you." He purred, and Josh is confused. "Chose- m.me? What do you-" 


Josh feels himself stop, and Angel pulls away and gently nuzzles his forehead. "In due time, dear. In due time. 
But, I've already had so much time wasted by looking for you. So | have to cut it short." 


Josh feels himself let out a low whine, and he feels like his heart got stomped on and ‘Angel’ makes him feel 
good and make him feel so, so, so unholy, and feels ready to cry. "Don't cry, lovely." His voice is soft, warm 


and comforting, and it feels like home. "I'll be back. It won't be long, | promise." 


Josh feels himself shrink a little. "But-" he begins, and he knows he won't be able to formulate a sentence 
without fucking up and actually crying. "Here- can | kiss you?" ‘Angel even sounds a little uncertain- even 


though he's put on a confident persona, he sounds so shy. He struggles to come up with anything. 

"Please." His voice wavers, a barely heard whisper. 

And the gap between them is closed; Josh feels ‘Angel's lips move with his own, and Josh wraps his arms 
around him and he doesn't wanna let go, because he feels warm and safe and Josh feels such unholy things 
for him. He tastes like honey and smoke, and he smells like rain, fresh rain, and Josh nearly cries because it's 
so good. 

He feels his tongue nip at Joshes bottom lip, asking to enter, and Josh opens his mouth slightly as he feels his 
tongue slip in, Joshes grip on ‘Angel’, his angel, tighten slightly, and he feels ‘Angel’ chuckle against him and he 
feels the wet heat in his mouth, and Josh wants this moment to last forever. 

And before Josh knows it, ‘Angel’ pulls away and Josh whines, and ‘Angel lets out a sad chuckle. "I'm sorry, 
Casanova," he grabs Joshes head, kissing it and Josh feels his heart break and he wants to sort of cry. Not 
sort of. Needs to cry. 


It's time to wake up," he whispers. "Soon, | promise.” 


What? 


Oh. 


Josh is suddenly back in his hotel room, sprawled out on his bed, and his chest is heaving. His fingers ghost 
over his lips, eyes glossing over as he feels like a part of him just went away. What happened? Was he asleep? 


He sits up abruptly, nearly stumbling out of bed as he stumbles to the bathroom, pushing the door open 
abruptly as he looks at himself in the mirror, first thing. His lips look kiss swollen, his hair looks ruffled and 


he's breathing heavily. 


He watches himself, and Josh knows that wasn't a dream. It couldn't have. Josh felt physical touches from 


‘Angel, he felt the warmth of their shared kiss, it had to be real. It had to be. 


He goes over to the sink, rolling up his sleeves as he cups his hands, turning on the sink on as water fills his 
cupped hands, shaking some hair out of his face as he splashes his face with it, turning the sink off, blindly 


reaching for a towel, which he manages to find. 


He rubs his face with it, his heart pounding as he tries to relax himself, putting the towel down and stumbling 
back to his bed, and he sees a folded up letter on his nightstand. 


He stares at it for a long time, before shakily grabbing it with his hands as he sat down on his bed, crossing 
his legs as he unfolded it. The writing is in cursive, close together and hard to read. But, Josh is able to 
decipher this- being a kid who had to write in cursive all through Elementary School. 


"Josh, 


H; hun. It's “Angel, as you called me. Im really sorry | had to cut off our meeting, my Cherub was getting impatient 
with me and he really needed me to go back otherwise hed fell our deity, and kick my ass 


Í really do sincerely promise that Hi be back soon, | promise. You won't wait longer than a week. Hang on for me, 
okay? 

Be safe. 

xoxo, Angel 

(You could've just asked me for my name, but due to your half high glory, you didn't. Its Layne, by the way. Okay, 


Im done now.) 


Josh stares at this letter for the longest time, his breath caught in his throat and he feels a smile growing on 


his face, laughing to himself as he let himself fall back against the bed, letter to his chest. 


" fuck." He lets himself say out loud, a blush growing on his face, and he suddenly wants next week to come a 


lot quicker. 


He feels a set of eyes on him in the room, and he chuckles to himself as he closes his eyes. "I'll see you soon, 


Layne." He mumbles, clutching the letter, letting the warm feeling of affection sink in 


